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To  the  many  little  Bettys  the  wide  world 

over  and  even  to  those  little  girls  whose 

names  a?~e  not  Betty,  but  might  have  ' 

been ,  this  book  is  lovingly  dedicated  by 

Josephine  Scribner  Gates 


PREFACE 

THESE  storiettes  tell  of  ten  incidents  which  occur  in  one  day  of  a 
certain  little  Betty's  life,  and  each  incident  is  musically  illustrated. 
As  the  cloud  curtain  is  drawn  aside  Mr.  Sun  makes  his  bow. 

His  appearance  is  the  signal  for  a  general  awakening  of  everything, 
including  Betty  who  is  wild  with  delight  over  the  dawn  of  a  new  day. 

She  dances  joyfully  from  one  thing  to  another  and  all  too  soon 
sleepy  time  arrives. 

The  day  closes  with  a  lullaby — a  dear,  little,  drowsy  tune  which 
sends  Betty  into  dreamland  as  the  Sun  sinks  to  rest,  the  cloud  curtain  falls, 
and  Mother  Nature  stands  sentinel  in  the  brooding  hush  awaiting  the  dawn 
of  another  day. 
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FIRST   INCIDENT 

The  Awakening 


ONE  morning  the  big,  round  Sun 
raised  his  head  and  listened,  first 
with  one  ear  and  then  the  other, 
and  oh!  the  many  sounds  he  heard! 

Everything  was  awakening.  The 
baby  birds  were  cheeping,  cheeping,  for  their 
breakfast,  and  the  parent  birds  were  caroling 
their  glad  songs  as  they  hunted  for  bugs  and 
worms. 

Horses  were  whinnying  for  oats,  chickens 
were  clucking  for  corn,  the  bossy  cows  were 
mooing  to  be  milked,  the  sheep  and  their 
babies  were  wondering  why  some  one  didn't 
come  to  do  something  for  them  as  they  sent 
forth  plaintive  baas. 

The  Sun  loved  this  chorus.  It  was  his  morn- 
ing greeting  always,  and  he  blinked  his  big 
round  eyes  and  nodded  his  head  shrewdly  as 
he  sent  out  many  dazzling  rays. 

Then  what  do  you  think  he  saw  as  he 
peeped  into  a  window? 

Dear,  little,  curly-headed  Betty  Martin 
lying  in  her  little  bed  fast  asleep. 


What  was  that  beside  her  all  snuggled 
down,  cuddling  close? 

What  should  it  be  but  a  beautiful  dolly, 
who  was,  oh,  so  wide  awake  waiting  for  some- 
thing to  happen. 

And  in  a  moment  something  did  happen — 
what  do  you  s'pose? 

Why,  Betty  woke  up,  of  course,  and  she  sat 
right  Up  in  bed,  picked  up  her  dolly,  kissed  it, 
and  then  she  threw  back  her  curly  head  and 
began  to  laugh.  Not  just  a  plain  laugh,  but  a 
laugh  that  went  bubbling  out  of  the  window, 
up  into  the  branches  of  the  trees  and  every- 
where. 

The  birds  heard  her  and  were  so  pleased 
they  sang  louder  than  ever. 

The  chickens  heard  and  decided  that  corn 
was  on  the  way.  Surely  no  one  could  laugh 
like  that  for  any  other  reason. 

The  bossy  cows  heard  and  listened  for  the 
whistling  boy  with  his  pails.  No  one  could 
laugh  like  that  unless  he  were  coming. 
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The  horses  heard  her  and  watched  for  the 
food  to  fall  under  their  noses. 

The  sheep  listened  wonderingly.  Surely 
their  shepherd  must  be  near  when  such  rol- 
licking laughter  filled  the  air. 

Then  Betty  stopped  laughing  and  began  to 
sing.  My,  how  Betty  did  sing,  now  high — 
now  low,  now  loud — now  soft,  now  fast — now 
slow;  then  the  song  gently  died  away  and  she 
hopped  out  of  bed. 


In  a  twinkling  two  pink  feet  were  thrust 
into  bed  slippers,  and  with  her  dolly  in  her 
arms  she  began  to  dance,  round  and  round  the 
room  she  danced  to  the  gayest  kind  of  a  little, 
tinkling  tune.  Back  and  forth,  round  and 
round,  up  and  down,  she  danced,  till  suddenly 
mama  appeared.  Then  Betty  danced  straight 
into  her  arms,  crying  joyfully: 

"Oh,  mama!    It's  day!  it's  day!  it's  day! 
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ONE     DAY     IN     BETTY'S     LIFE 

SECOND   INCIDENT 

A  Walk  in  the  Woods 


WHEN  Betty  was  robed  in  her 
gay,  pink  gown,  and  Dolly  in 
one  to  match  (Dolly's  always 
did  match),  they  looked  for 
all  the  world  like  a  dear  little 
rose  and  bud  on  one  stem. 

They  tripped  down  the  staircase  just  as  the 
breakfast  bell  sounded  "tinkle,  tinkle,  tinkle." 

Father  greeted  her  with  a  kiss — a  nice,  fat 
one — and  then  they  had  breakfast. 

Betty  ate — what  do  you  think?  An  orange, 
cut  into  tiny  bits,  golden  brown,  buttered 
toast  that  crackled  and  crunched,  a  soft  boiled 
egg  that  mother  cracked  quick  and  sharp  and 
then  prepared  with  salt,  pepper  and  a  wee  dab 
of  butter.  My!  but  that  was  good!  Then  she 
drank  a  glass  of  milk. 

As  she  finished  she  asked  to  be  excused,  (she 
was  a  most  polite  Betty  always).  Then,  with 
Dolly  clasped  close  to  her  heart,  away  she 
went  to  the  place  she  loved  the  best,  a  near- 
by woods. 

Kitty,  always  ready  for  a  frolic,  scampered 
at  her  heels. 

Golden  butterflies  hovered  about  the  curly 
head,  and  the  child  danced  after  them  in  the 
greatest  glee. 

How  pretty  they  were  fluttering  here  and 
there  like  flying  fairies,  as  though  they,  too, 
were  glad  it  was  day. 


Her  little  feet  tripped  lightly  over  mossy 
stones,  faster  and  faster,  till  suddenly  she 
stopped,  for  she  spied  a  bed  of  violets.  Oh! 
the  loveliest  blue  bed  you  ever  saw! 

Kitty  shot  ahead,  for  she,  too,  spied  some- 
thing— a  dear,  little,  Bob-White  bird  perched 
on  a  branch  of  a  bush  too  frightened  to  move. 

Betty  seemed  to  scent  danger  in  the  sudden 
silence  that  followed.  With  a  keen  glance 
ahead  she  saw,  oh!  such  a  sight! 

Kitty  creeping — creeping  stealthily  along, 
while  poor,  little  Bob-White  filled  the  air 
with  agonized  tones. 

Slowly,  carefully,  on  and  on  crept  Kitty, 
till  just  as  she  was  about  to  pounce  on  poor 
little  bird,  Betty  shrieked,  "Booh!"  oh,  so 
loud! 

Kitty  was  so  startled  she  jumped  aside,  and 
Bob-White  spread  his  wings  and  joyfully 
sailed  away,  filling  the  air  with  his  glad  song, 
which  grew  more  and  more  faint  till  he  finally 
disappeared. 

"My!"  exclaimed  Betty  to  her  dolly,  "Bob- 
White  pretty  near  got  killed  that  time! 

"I'm  so  glad  he's  safe!  Kitty  is  naughty,  she 
can't  come  with  us  ever  if  she  wants  to  kill  the 
dear  little  birds. 

"Not  ever — ever — ever!" 
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The  Swing 
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THIRD 

The 


S  Betty  wandered  on,  she  saw  ahead 
of  her  the  loveliest  thing! 


A 

/  \  A  swing!  and  such  a  swing!  The 
ropes  hung  from  the  branches  of  a 
grand  old  birch,  which  meant  that 

when  you  swung  high  you  would  surely  visit 

the  tree  tops. 

She  knew  mother  wouldn't  want  her  to 
swing  very  high  all  by  herself,  so  she  decided 
to  sit  in  it  and  sway  gently  with  her  dolly. 

She  pinned  Dolly's  dress  securely  to  her 
belt,  and  with  a  firm  grasp  of  the  rope  she 
lightly  touched  her  feet  to  the  ground. 

To  and  fro,  to  and  fro  she  swung  till  sud- 
denly she  heard  a  far-away  whistle. 

She  was  glad  for  she  knew  who  it  was.  She 
and  father  had  a  very  special  whistle  call,  and 
it  sounded  nearer  and  nearer,  till  presently 
there  he  was! 

"Hullo,  Betty,"  he  cried,  "want  to  swing? 
Hold  tight;  now,  ready — away  you  go!" 

And  away  she  did  go,  filling  the  air  with 
rollicking  laughter. 

Oh,  the  joy  of  it!  Higher,  higher,  she 
swung,  till  her  head  was  up  among  the  leaves. 


INCIDENT 

Swing 

What  was  that?  A  nest?  Surely  it  was, 
and  in  a  moment  she  saw  two  baby  birds,  the 
darlingest  things! 

Their  mouths  flew  wide  open  as  Betty 
paused  for  an  instant  so  near,  and  she  cried, 
excitedly: 

"Stop  the  swing,  papa,  quick!  Oh,  please! 
Let's  feed  the  birds!" 

The  swing  stopped  and  papa  hunted  about 
for  food  for  the  hungry  birds.  He  poked  a 
stick  into  the  earth  and  soon  found  some  fat 
worms. 

"Now,  Betty,"  he  said,  "you  sit  in  my  lap. 
I'll  hold  you  and  Dolly  and  when  I  say  the 
word  you  feed  the  babies." 

Again  away  they  went,  high  and  higher;  to 
and  fro,  to  and  fro,  while  "cheep,  cheep, 
cheep"  twittered  the  birds.  Till  suddenly,  as 
Betty  found  herself  close  to  the  nest,  father 
cried,  "Now!"  and  into  the  mouths  popped  the 
worms,  the  shrill  cheep  stopped,  and  away 
sailed  papa,  Betty  and  Dolly. 

"Now  let  the  old  cat  die,"  begged  Betty, 
and  slower,  slower  they  swung  till  finally  they 
stopped.  Then  down  they  jumped  and  away 
they  went. 
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ETTY,"  cried  papa,  "there's  going 
to  be  a  parade!  I  came  to  find 
you  and  to  take  you  to  see  it." 

"A     parade!"      echoed      Betty. 
"How  lovely!     Is  it  coming  right 
down  this  street?"'  she  asked  as  they  came  out 
of  the  woods. 

"Yes,  I  hear  it  now,  listen!" 

Betty  stopped  and  listened  to  hear  far  away 
the  faint  sound  of  a  drum: 

Dum,  dum,  dum  dum  dum 
Dum,  dum,  dum  dum  dum 
P-tr-rump,  dum  dum 
P-tr-rump, — dum    dum    dum    dummy 
dum  dum  dum. 

Betty  jumped  up  and  down.  She  dearly 
loved  a  drum,  and  now  came  to  her  ears  a 
bugle  call,  clear  and  sweet;  it  sounded  so  far 
away,  again  and  again. 

Next  she  heard  band  music,  first  faintly, 
then  nearer  and  nearer  till  it  finally  burst  upon 
them  in  all  its  glory. 

Such  a  fine  march  as  they  were  playing! 


INCIDENT 

Parade 

Betty  held  up  her  head,  straightened  her 
shoulders  and  trotted  along,  keeping  perfect 
time  to  the  music  as  the  band  came  in  sight. 

"March,  too,  papa,  quick!     Here  they  are! 

"Don't  they  look  pretty  with  their  red  suits 
and  white,  feathered  caps! 

"Let's  march  beside  them,  please.  It's  such 
fun!" 

And  march  they  did  for  a  short  distance, 
keeping  step  with  the  soldiers. 

How  exciting  it  was!  The  streets  were  sud- 
denly filled  with  people,  the  children  were 
shouting  over  the  gay  music,  the  dogs  were 
barking  at  their  heels,  till  suddenly  sounded, 
Ding!  Dong!  Ding!  Dong!  Ding!  Dong! 

"That  is  to  call  them  to  headquarters,"  said 
father.  "Now  we  will  go  home  and  see  mama. 
She  must  be  wondering  where  we  are." 

And  so  away  they  went  to  the  tune  of  the 
band,  which  grew  fainter  and  more  faint  till 
finally  it  stopped  altogether,  and  papa,  Betty 
and  Dolly  hastened  into  their  own  dear  home. 
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FIFTH    INCIDENT 

The  Game  Called   LISTEN 


THEIR  homeward  way  led  them 
through  the  woods  and  Betty 
danced  ahead  of  father,  following 
the  babbling  brook  which  purled 
its  way  over  the  stones,  singing  the 
sweetest  of  songs. 

"Isn't  it  beautiful?"  she  exclaimed  sud- 
denly. 

"Indeed  it  is,"  agreed  father,  "and  I  know 
a  fine  game  to  play  here  where  it  seems  so 
quiet.  It  is  called  'Listen,'  and  the  game  is 
to  see  how  many  sounds  you  can  hear." 

For  a  moment  each  stood  stock-still,  with 
an  upraised  finger. 

"I  hear  the  brook,"  whispered  Betty. 

They  listened  to  its  music,  till  father  cried: 

"I  hear  the  leaves  rustling.  They  seem  to 
be  clapping  their  hands  over  some  good  news." 

"It's  the  wind  that  makes  them  do  it,"  said 
Betty.  "Hear  it  sigh.  I  s'pose  the  leaves 
clap  their  hands  because  they  want  to  hear 
something  cheerful." 

"I  hear  a  squirrel,"  said  father.  "See  it 
scampering  away  to  its  hole  as  though  some- 
thing were  after  it." 

"Hear  the  birds,  father;  don't  they  sound 
frightened?" 

"They  do,  indeed ;  I  wonder  why." 

"Oh,  father,  do  you  remember  the  song 
about  Spring  telling  the  Nightingale  she 
wanted  to  give  the  birds  a  ball?  Wouldn't  it 
be  fun  for  us  to  do  that!" 


"That's  a  capital  idea.  I  have  refreshments 
right  here  in  my  pocket,"  said  father. 
"Mother  gave  me  a  lunch  for  you,  and  we 
will  divide  with  the  birds." 

"Let's  write  the  invitation  and  fasten  it  to  a 
branch  of  this  low  bush." 

And  father  produced  from  his  pocket  a 
piece  of  paper  on  which  he  wrote: 

"Will  the  birds  and  birdlings  in  the  trees 
Come  to  Betty's  party,  please? 
No  end  of  bread  and  cake  she'll  bring 
If  you  a  song  for  her  will  sing." 

"There!"  he  cried,  as  he  stuck  it  through 
a  branch,  "now  we  will  bait  it  with  a  small 
piece  of  bread. 

"The  birds  will  come  down  for  the  food, 
then  they  will  read  it;  then  you'll  have  a  really 
truly  birds'  party. 

"Let's  hide  behind  the  trunk  of  that  big 
tree  and  watch." 

This  they  did,  and  presently  down  flew  one 
bird. 

He  gazed  curiously  at  the  paper,  then  as  he 
caught  sight  of  the  food,  he  sent  forth  a 
glorious  song,  which  seemed  to  be  a  signal,  for 
at  once  many  birds  fluttered  down  from  vari- 
ous trees,  poised  themselves  for  a  moment 
above  the  message,  then  turned  to  the  bread. 

They  were  busily  tweaking  off  crumbs,  till 
suddenly  all  were  startled  by  a  clap  of  thun- 
der, which  sent  the  birds  flying  in  haste  to 
their  babies. 
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SIXTH    INCIDENT 

The   Storm 


THEY  noticed  now  that  it  was  grow- 
ing dark,  and  as  dull  mutterings  of 
thunder  came  to  their  ears,  father 
cried: 

"We  must  seek  shelter,  and  I  know 
the  very  place." 

With  Betty  in  his  arms,  he  hastened  to  a 
dear  little  cave,  formed  by  two  immense 
rocks  standing  beside  the  brook. 

They  had  hardly  settled  themselves  when 
the  storm  broke  in  all  its  fury. 

Vivid  flashes  of  lightning  were  followed  by 
terrific  crashes  of  thunder. 

"This  is  fine!"  cried  father.  "Just  the  time 
to  go  on  with  our  'Listen'  game.  I  hear 
thunder." 

"I  pretty  near  hear  lightning  flashes,"  cried 
Betty.  "See  it  zigzagging.  My!  how  dark 
it  is." 

"That  isn't  fair,"  cried  father,  "you've  told 


me  two  things  you  could  see.    I  want  to  know 
what  you  hear." 

"I  hear  the  wind  blowing  just  awful  hard," 
said  Betty. 

"I  hear  the  trees  bending  way  over,"  said 
father.  "I  hear  one  creaking  and  groaning. 
Now  it's  breaking!    My,  what  a  big  thump!" 

"I  hear  it  raining,"  said  Betty.  "Isn't  it 
sweet  to  hear  it  gently  pattering  on  the  leaves 
and  moss  when  it  first  begins? 

"See  the  wild  flowers  hold  up  their  heads 
for  a  drink.    How  they  love  it!" 

"I  hear  it  raining  harder.  Now  it's  pour- 
ing," cried  father. 

"And  the  brook  is  just  rushing  along,"  cried 
Betty. 

"Now  I  hear  a  very  queer  sound,"  said 
father,  with  a  twinkle.  Then  in  a  high  piping 
voice  he  said:  "Guess  what  kind  of  sand- 
wiches are  in  the  package." 


Six    lit -tie  fair- ies  came      When  thestorm  was  end  -  ed  Six     lit -tie  fair-iescame      Dress'd  up  ver-y     splen-did. 
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Betty  bubbled  over  with  laughter  at  this  as 
she  guessed — "Ham." 

"Lettuce,"  guessed  father. 

"You  are  both  wrong,"  came  the  voice,  "we 
are  schicken!" 

"Good  for  you!  I  just  love  schicken  ones," 
said  Betty. 

"Guess  what  kind  of  cake,"  sounded  the 
voice. 

"Gingerbread!"  exclaimed  Betty.  "I  see 
through  the  paper  that  you  are  brown." 

"Eat  me  then,"  said  the  voice. 

And  eat  they  did,  saving  a  goodly  portion 
for  the  birds. 

"Now  the  storm  is  over,  I  see  something 
Betty  doesn't,"  said  father. 

Betty  followed  his  gaze,  and  clapped  her 
hands  in  rapture,  crying: 


"A  rainbow,  and  what  a  beauty!  Every 
color  so  perfect! 

"Isn't  it  lovely  shining  through  the  glisten- 
ing leaves. 

"Let's  sing  the  little  song  that  goes  with  it." 

And  they  sang  hard  and  loud  the  tinkling 
fairy  tune: 


"Six  little  fairies  came, 

When  the  storm  was  ended. 
Six  Little  fairies  came, 
Dressed  up  very  splendid. 


"Hand  in  hand  they  tripped  along 
Keeping  time  together. 
Driving  gloomy  clouds  away 
Bringing  back  clear  weather." 
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The    Birds'   Party 
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'M  glad  the  birds  saw  the  invitation 
before  the  rain  came,"  said  father  as 
they  hastened  to  the  party  bush  and 
pressed  the  bits  of  food  wherever  they 
would  stick. 


"They'll  think  it's  a  Christmas  tree,"  said 
Betty  gleefully,  as  they  finished,  and  ran  to 
their  hiding-place  behind  the  big  tree. 

"We  have  done  our  part,"  whispered 
father,  "now  we  shall  hear  them  do  theirs, 
because  the  invitation  said  they  must  sing  a 
song  if  they  had  our  refreshments. 

"They  love  it  after  a  storm,  and  sound  as 
bright  and  glad  as  the  rainbow  looks.  They 
all  hurry  out  for  bugs  and  worms,  and  then 
liou  they  do  sing! 

"We'll  have  to  play  'Listen'  again  and  see 
if  we  can  tell  them  by  their  songs." 

In  a  moment  came  to  their  ears  the  glad 
notes  echoing  from  far  and  near,  as  though 
saying:  "Come,  it's  time  to  go  to  the  party." 

(Read  to  here  before  music  begins.) 

First  one  bird  flew  down  to  the  bush,  then 
another,  and  soon  it  was  filled  with  them, 
cheeping  and  chirping. 

"It's  the  party,"  laughed  Betty.  "They 
aren't  leaving  a  crumb." 


"Of  course  not.  They  are  taking  it  home  to 
their  babies.  Now  in  a  moment  you  will  hear 
the  orchestra — Hark!" 

A  burst  of  music  now  came  sweeping 
through  the  air  as  they  all  sang  at  once,  then 
each  bird  seemed  intent  on  doing  his  solo  part. 

"I  hear  a  robin,"  cried  Betty  softly. 

"Bob-White,"  from  father  as  the  thrill  notes 
interrupted  Mr.  Redbreast. 

"Whippoorwill!  Whippoorwill!"  said 
Betty,  dancing  about. 

"Now  we  hear  a  Bobolink.  Hasn't  he  a 
merry  tune,  and  there's  Mr.  Woodpecker  with 
his  tap-tap-tapping,"  continued  father,  as  they 
watched  the  red  head  bobbing  about  the  trunk 
of  a  tree. 

"That's  an  Oriole  you  hear  now,  dearie. 
Isn't  it  beautiful?" 

"Now  we  must  go  home  to  mother;  dinner 
will  be  ready." 

"It's  been  a  lovely  party,"  said  Betty,  as  they 
neared  their  home,  and  father  sent  forth  his 
beautiful  whistle,  which  seemed  to  say: 

"Here  we  come!" 

And  from  the  window  sounded  mother's 
response — the  tinkle,  tinkle  of  the  dinner  bell. 
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EIGHTH    INCIDENT 

The  Hurdy-Gurdy  and  the  Concert 


S    Betty   left   the   dinner   table   she 
heard  such  a  commotion  in  the  street. 


/~Y  "What's  happening?  Oh!  Oh! 
There's  a  lovely  hurdy-gurdy,  right 
in  front  of  our  gate,"  she  cried. 

Betty  listened  entranced  to  the  gay  tune, 
till  father  cried: 

"I  see  something  Betty  doesn't!" 

Betty's  sharp  eyes  peered  through  the  fence, 
and  there,  what  do  you  s'posc?  There  was  a 
monkey,  the  cutest  thing,  all  dressed  in  a  red 
suit  and  cap! 

"With   rings  on   his   fingers 
And  bells  on  his  toes, 
He  shall  have  music 
Wherever  he  goes  " 

sang  father.     "See  him  play  his  tambourine. 
Isn't  that  cunning!" 

Betty  raced  out  to  the  gate  for  a  better  view 
of  this  fascinating  scene. 


"He  looks  like  a  funny  old  man,"  she  cried, 
as  the  monkey  walked  up  to  her,  made  a  bow 
and  held  out  his  tambourine  for  pennies.  The 
pennies  fell  with  a  jingle,  and  away  went  the 
man  and  his  belongings. 

"Who's  this  racing  down  the  street,  Betty?" 
queried  father. 

Betty  turned  to  see  two  little  girls,  rolling 
their  hoops  toward  her. 

"Get  yours,  Betty,  and  come  with  us,"  they 
cried  in  one  breath. 

"I'd  love  to,"  Betty  replied,  and  in  a  mo- 
ment three  big  hoops  were  spinning  along 
beside  three  little  girls. 

Whirr,  whirr,  whirr,  they  sounded,  to  the 
accompaniment  of  the  children's  laughter. 

On  and  on  they  went,  till  they  finally 
wearied  of  the  sport  and  threw  themselves  on 
the  grass  under  the  big  maples. 
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Betty  told  them  of  their  bird  party,  and 
how  each  bird  sang  a  song  for  her. 

"Let's  us  have  a  song  party,  and  each  sing 
one.  We'll  take  turns.  Two  can  be  the  audi- 
ence, and  we  can  all  have  preserved  seats  free. 

"Jane  can  sing  first." 

Jane  thought  a  moment,  then  walked  over 
in  front  of  her  audience,  made  a  wonderful 
bow,  and  sang  tunefully: 

"A  birdie  with  a  yellow  bill 
Hopped  upon  the  window-sill; 
Cocked  his  shining  eye  and  said — 
Ain't  you  'shamed,  you  sleepy  head." 

This  effort  was  greeted  with  shouts  of  laugh- 
ter, and  a  storm  of  applause. 

"Sing  it  again  and  let  us  learn  it,"  cried 
Betty. 

Jane  obediently  repeated  the  song,  then  the 
three  voices  chimed  in,  till  they  knew  it  "by 
heart." 


"Now,  Carol,  it's  your  turn." 

Carol's  face  beamed,  as  she  said: 

"I  know  only  a  little  one,  but  it's  lovely. 
It's  about  when  the  wind  goes — 'Yoo  ooo  ooo.' 
You  must  pretend  you're  in  bed  listening  to  it 
saying  'Yoo  ooo  ooo.'  This  is  all  I  know  to 
sing: 

"Suppose  when  you've  been  bad  some  day, 
And  up  to  bed  are  sent  away 
From  mother  and  the  rest — 
Suppose  you  ask,  'Who  has  been  bad?' 
And  then  you'll  hear  what's  true 
For  the  wind  will  moan  in  its  ruefullest  tone: 

Yoo  ooo  ooo  ooo 

You  OOO  000  OOO 
You  OOO  000  000." 

"That's  a  fine  one!"  cried  both  girls,  as  they 
heartily  clapped  the  songster. 
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"Now  it's  my  turn,"  said  Betty.  "I  know 
a  splendid  one,  and  we  can  act  it  out.  It's 
called,  'How  they  sleep,' — and  here  it  is: 

"Some  things  go  to  sleep 
In  such  a  funny  way, 
Little  birds  stand  on  one  leg 
And  tuck  their  heads  away. 

"Chickens  do  the  same 
Standing  on  their  perch 
Little  mice  lie  soft  and  still 
As  if  they  were  in  church. 

"Kittens  curl  up  close 
In  such  a  funny  ball. 
Horses  hang  their  heads 
And  stand  still  in  a  stall. 

"Some  times  dogs  stretch  out 
Or  curl  up  in  a  heap. 


Cows  lie  down  upon  their  sides 
When  they  would  go  to  sleep. 

"But  little  babies  dear 

Are  snugly  tucked  in  beds 
Warm  with  blankets  all  so  soft, 
And  pillows  for  their  heads. 

"Birds  and  beast  and  babe 
I  wonder  which  of  all 
Dream  the  dearest  dreams 
That  down  from  dreamland  fall." 

Over  and  over  the  fresh  childish  voices  sang 
as  they  in  turn  took  the  parts  of  the  various 
creatures. 

At  last,  after  curling  up  as  do  the  babies, 
with  moss  for  a  pillow  and  leaves  for  a  bed, 
they  sprang  to  their  feet,  and  away  they  ran  to 
the  woods  to  play  till  it  was  time  to  get  ready 
for  supper. 
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ETTY  dearly  loved  the  quiet  hour 
when,  all  clean  and  fresh,  she  sat  on 
mother's  lap,  with  her  dolly,  and 
waited  for  "papa  time." 

As  they  rocked  to  and  fro,  they 
talked  over  the  lovely  day  which  had  been  so 
full  of  good  times. 

My!  How  long  it  seemed  since  she  awak- 
ened with  the  Sun,  and  heard  all  the  barnyardy 
sounds,  then  hopped  out  of  bed,  and  sang  and 
danced. 

"It  has  been  such  a  happy  day,  mother," 
she  cried,  "and  papa  taught  me  a  fine  game 
called  'Listen.'  When  you  play  it  you  just  see 
how  many  things  you  can  hear." 


"What  fun,"  cried  mother,  "teach  it  to  me." 

"Listen,"  cried  Betty,  with  upraised  finger. 
"I  hear  a  horse  clattering  down  the  street." 

"I  hear  the -cows  lowing  to  be  milked,"  said 
mother. 

"I  hear  Mrs.  Brown  calling,  'Will-lie, 
Will-lie,'  "  laughed  Betty. 

"I  hear  his  doggie  barking  at  his  heels,"  said 
mother. 

"I  hear  the  clock  saying  'tick-tock,  tick- 
tock.'  And  now  I  hear  the  best  of  all,"  cried 
Betty  excitedly. 

And  what  do  you  think  it  was?  What  could 
be  best  of  all  but  papa's  cheery  whistle  as  he 
hastened  home  to  his  dear  ones. 
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TENTH    INCIDENT 

Nature's    Lullaby 
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FTER  supper,  father,  mother,  Betty 
and  Dolly  went  out  to  the  piazza  to 
watch  the  big,  round  Sun  go  to  bed. 


"Just  think,"  said  father,  "of  all 
the  things  he  has  seen  since  he  raised 
his  head  so  early  this  morning." 

"Everything  wakened  with  him,  and  he  has 
had  such  a  busy  day  watching  things  grow." 

"Now  he  is  going  to  lay  his  head  on  that 
fluffy,  red  cloud,  and  you  will  see  everything 
go  to  sleep  with  him. 

"Let's  play  'Listen'  once  more.  I  hear  the 
birds  putting  their  babies  to  sleep.  Hear  them 
cheep,  cheep.  And  the  robin's  even-song. 
How  different  it  is  from  that  we  heard  this 
morning." 


"I  hear  the  crickets,"  said  Betty.  "They  are 
glad  it's  night.  They  love  to  snuggle  down  in 
some  dark,  warm  place  and  chirp." 

"I  hear  the  doves  cooing  their  lullaby,"  said 
mother  softly,  "and  the  leaves  seem  to  have 
clasped  their  hands  while  thev  wait  for  the 
good  night  song  of  the  Hermit  Thrush.  There 
it  is;  isn't  it  sweet?  He  knows  just  the  very 
instant  to  say  'good  night.'  It  is  just  as  the 
Sun  wraps  himself  in  his  cloud  and  goes  to 
sleep." 

As  she  talked,  mother  was  rocking  lazily 
back  and  forth,  while  Betty  lav  in  her  lap, 
listening  and  watching  the  fireflies  dart  hither 
and  thither. 

As  she  watched  the  fairies'  lanterns,  one 
sound  after  another  died  away,  till  presently 
all  that  was  to  be  heardwas  mother  crooning 
a  lullaby,  rocking  slowly  and  more  slow. 


Lento  sostenuto 


ONE     DAY     IN     BETTY'S     LIFE 


Drowsy  eyelids  drooped  as  Betty  clasped  to 
her  breast  her  baby  doll.  Then  gently,  softly — 

Rockaby,  Rockaby,  crooned  the  mother, 
Rockaby,  Rockaby,  cooed  the  doves, 


Rockaby,  Rockaby,  chirped  the  crickets, 
Rockaby,  Rockaby,  twittered  the  birds. 

Twilight  deepened,  then  came  the  brooding 
hush  as  Mother  Nature,  with  upraised  finger, 
played  "Listen"  till  the  dawn  of  the  new  day. 
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